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XA.  That's his way too ; but something must be done.
HO. Quick, run and call my patron a Cleon here !
PLA. O, if you meet him, call Hyperbolus !

We'll pay you out to-day.
HO.                                             O filthy throat,

0 how I'd like to take a stone, and hack

Those grinders out with which you chawed my wares.
PLA. I'd like to pitch you in the deadman's pit,6
HO. I'd like to get a reaping-hook and scoop

That gullet out with which you gorged my tripe.

But I'll to Cleon : he'll soon serve his writs ;

He'll twist it out of you to-day, he will.
DI.   Perdition seize me, if I don't love Xanthias.
XA.   Aye, aye, I know your drift : stop, stop that talking.

1 won't be Heracles.

DI.                                     O, don't say so,

Dear, darling Xanthias.

XA.                                          Why, how can I,

A slave, a mortal, act Alcmena's son !

DI.   Aye, aye, I know you are vexed, and I deserve it.
And if you pummel me, I won't complain.
But if I strip you of these togs again,
Perdition seize myself, my wife, my children,
And, most of all, that blear-eyed Archedemus.

XA.   That oath contents me : on those terms I take them.

CHOR.      Now that at last you appear once more,
Wearing the garb that at first you wore,
Wielding the club and the tawny skin,
Now it is yours to be up and doing,

TOO 5^/uoi/ is a regular phrase for the leading demagogue ;  cf.
K. 1128, P. 684.

b pApaQpov is the pit at Athens into which the bodies of male-
factors were flung.
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